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"Thanks,  I  quite  understand,”  he  said 
coldly.  “Of  course,  I  can  easily  give  this 
little  commission  to  someone  else.” 

He  bade  me  a  curt  good-night  and  left  the 

I  felt  strangely  uncomfortable.  On  nearer 
acquaintance  there  was  something  to  respect 
about  Crosby.  He  was  not  lovable  like  Dick 
Brereton,  but  he  was  a  true  man  at  heart.  He 
had  won  Carey  Carloss,  as  it  were,  in  open 
fight.  I  longed  more  than  ever  that  the  two 


opened  the  door  and  entered.  The  two  fire- 

already  met — already  a  quarrel  had  occurred 
— their  coats  were  off,  they  were  fighting  like 

they  did  not  hear.  Brereton’s  face  was  crim- 

throat.  Crosby  was  a  slighter  and  less  heavily 
built  man.  I  shouted  again,  but  neither 

they  were  like  wild  beasts,  indifferent  to  me 
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—she  had  taken  a  vow  on  her  knees  that 
afternoon  that  she  would  not  touch  another 

I  went  to  her  bedroom  after  you  left  she  was 
as  drunk  as  if  she  were  a  fishwife.  Now  she 
has  every  symptom  of  an  attack  of  delirium 

ring  with  this,  and  yet  it  is  sure  to  •  get  out. 
her,  that  is  past  hope;  but  come  and  see 

He  turned  to  leave  the  room  as  he  spoke, 
and  I  followed  him.  He  ushered  me  into 
the  little  bedroom.  Mrs.  Greville  was  sitting 
up  in  bed — there  was  a  strained,  horrified 
expression  on  her  face.  When  she  saw  a 
fresh  face,  however,  as  is  invariably  the  case 
with  the  victims  of  delirium  tremens,  she 
pulled  herself  together,  and  endeavoured  to 
exercise  a  measure  of  self-control. 

“How  do  you  do,  Dr.  Dale?"  she  said, 

—my  nerves  are  out  of  order.  It  is  good  of 

you  to  call.  I - ”  she  suddenly  grasped  my 

hand,  “  do  you  see  that  mouse  over  there  ? 
Just  in  that  corner  ?  That  large  ore — there — 


just  there  ?  See  !  Oh !  It  has  got  on  the  bed. 
Catch  it — do  catch  it.” 

“There  are  no  mice  in  the  room,  Rose. 
Try  not  to  be  so  fanciful,”  said  Greville.  He 
made  a  manual  effort  to  speak  cheerfully. 

“But  there  are— where  are  your  eyes? 
Surely,  Dr.  Dale,  you  can  see  them.  The 
room  is  full  of  them,  and  I  always  had  such 
a  horror  of  mice.  Can’t  you  see,  both  of 
you  ?  Why  there  is  a  whole  nest  over  there ; 
little  one!  and  big  ones.  Do  you  see  those 
others  creeping  up  the  wall  ?  Now  they  are 
rushing  for  the  bed.  Oh  !  the  bed  is  full  of 

please,  phase  take  them  away !  ” 

“  I  will  give  you  some  medicine  to  soothe 
you,”  I  said. 

“  I  don't  want  it.  I  only  want  the  mice  to 

“  No,  dear,”  said  her  husband.  “  Try  to 
believe  that  this  is  all  due  to  your  imagina¬ 
tion.”  He  patted  her  on  the  shoulder.  She 

“And  there,  just  over  there,”  she  cried 
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